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First Impression 


Author's Notes: 
THIS NEVER HAPPENED!!! | own nothing! Axl don\'t sue me! 


she's a kid, was the first thing that entered his mind. She could be your kid The "Kid" in question was a girl 
named Vera, Vera Prince and she was an author for teenagers. The circumstances under which they met were 
entirely and completely his fault, both times. The first time was in a radio building where he was running into a 
studio for an interview with Eddie Trunk She was in a different studio but stopped in because she was such a 
huge fan of Eddie she mustered up enough courage to come up and say hello. As she was on her way out he 


ran her over, not noticing the little girl spinning around to regain her balance. 


"Oh fuck," she called out as she regains her footing. "Jesus Christ you seriously couldn't-" she stopped 
midsentence recognizing him. Her brow furrowed and he could have sworn he heard her mumble something 


between 'ohmygod' and ‘holyshit. 


Then she did something that stuck with him, she fixed her shirt and said; "see me now dude?" and then 
stormed off. He smirked, he only had a second to look at her, but when he did it felt like he had swallowed an 


ice cube. She could be your kid. It wasn't entirely true, she had long, black hair and ivory skin, when her eyes 
widened he saw that they were brown Although the Thin Lizzy t-shirt, black jeans and combat boots struck a 
chord to the point where he almost laughed. He was expecting her to grovel like every other person that 
insulted him behind his back, only to turn to face him and switch to What can I get for you sir? 


But she didn’t. She got out of his way and walked on. She looked about sixteen he didn’t know if he should buy 


her a drink or ask if her parents knew where she was. 

"Hold it," he said. She kept going, probably going to her car or something. 
"You're late!" she called over her shoulder. 

"How do you know?" he called back. 

"You're youl" he laughed she had a point: 


He wound up going in the studio to talk to Eddie for two and a half hours, and asked him about her as he was 
getting his coat. 


"Hey who was that girl that just went in and said hi to you a little while ago?" he asks casually. Eddie 
scratched the back of his head in thought trying to recall the smiling girl that had shook his hand nearly three 


hours ago. 
"That was um, Vera Prince | think her name was," he said. "Apparently she's a big That Metal Show fan 
"Cool," was all he said and left it at that. He thanked Eddie and left with the rest of the entourage. 


See me now dude? 
Youre late! Youre youl 


Dont be the creepy old man, guy, just dont do it 


He strolled carefully into the Barnes and Noble and walked up the girl at the desk. She looked him up and down 
and probably thought it was a look alike or she just didn't recognize him. With a fast smile he kept his 


sunglasses on keeping his gaze on the floor. 

"Do you have anything by Vera Prince?" he asks hoping he got her name right. 

"Sure," she responds. "right this way” 

She hands him a book with a skinny girl who had her back gashed and scarred with the word Monster carved 


in. At first glance it clearly didn't feel like a fairy tale or anything from the "chick lit" variety. He opened it to 


a random page and that's where he saw it, it drove his mood over the edge. 


Its just- Kayla tried to find the right words. He's just so fucking difficult, | dont care if they don't get back 
together | dont want them to, | just want Axl to grow the hell up already and take at least a little responsibility. 
He always has to be the victim. Always dodging the blame, where does he get off? 


Where do | get off? Now he was livid, he snapped the book shut, threw it on the shelves knocking down several 
other copies storming out of the store. She has the right to criticize me?! Who the fuck is she? Im not going to 
let a kid say this shit about me. That little bitch isnt going to know what the fuck hit her. 


You Got Some Attitude 


Vera Lyn Prince was sitting in the hanging chair in her office, typing away in a live chat with her readers with 
Aerosmith playing in such a happy mood she barely heard the doorbell ring. She opened the door to see a guy 
in a white button down shirt holding a manila envelope. She smiled at him and asked how he was and he in the 
most blasé manner possible answered by giving her the manila envelope. 

"Miss Prince?" he asked before handing it to her, she nodded afraid of what might be in there. "You've been 
served." And with that he walked away. She shut the door and left it on the counter staring at it as if it were 
the black wasps she feared so much. She pushed it out of her mind as she set it behind the coffee maker and 
went back to her live chat. Her heart sank with each passing moments as she answered questions from 
intelligent teenagers which always seemed to lighten her mood. 

Forty five minutes later when she was done, she closed her computer and opened the envelope. Zerner Law in 
Santa Monica. This wont be good news. she thought, just knowing exactly how it would go. Sure enough she was 
one hundred percent right. Libel Charges. Apparently he was ticked about the time she called him "difficult" and 
said she was tired of him playing the victim. She was honest, she thought he would like that, she didn't think 
he would read the book at all. A good guess was that he didn't, most likely he only saw the two lines where 
she said the most honest thing about him, stuff that literally everyone has said about him. It's a known fact 
he dodges blame for everything. That's when she realized no one ever said that to his face. Libel is a branch 
of defamation or slander that is expressed through the written word. 

She screamed and ranted and cursed him out while her friend Shawna who rushed right over to stop her 
from breaking shit, looked on offering helpful advice. 

"Maybe he'll drop he charges," she suggested. 

"He won't," 

"Doesn't sound like he has much of a case," 

"He doesn't!" she yelled. "IF | play it right it won't go to trial. But still it hurts!" When her anger melted away 
she convinced Shawna she was okay, and the minute she shut the door behind her friend. Vera Prince, a 
twenty year old published author, sat down on her couch and sobbed for a half an hour. Significantly more 
devastated than she thought she would be. 


Headstrong 


Author's Notes: 
| tried it was pretty hard to out-bitch Axl Rose. 


Axl didn't notice the violent stare she gave him. He missed the way her eyes were red and glassy despite her 
anger. He didn’t notice the way her nose was a little pink on the tip, never saw how she was hunched over 
slightly, and it was just an oversight to him when she shrunk into herself as they got started. It went over his 
head at how hurt and little she looked. She's a kid 


"We are here to review the case of W. Axl Rose vs. Vera Prince in a libel suit is that correct?" the judge said. 


"Yes," his lawyer agreed for him, she gave a nod of confirmation as did her attorney. Her attorney spoke up 
first, he was a little man that looked excessively bored at the whole ordeal. 


"My client would like to argue that what she wrote, was not intended for any malice." the attorney droned. "It 


was told from the character's perspective." 

"This was not the author's opinion?" the judge inquired. 

‘It is now," Vera pointed out sharply. 

"Miss Prince are you familiar with Mr. Rose's work?" she rolled her eyes and sighed heavily. 
"Yes, very familiar," she answered. "I've been listening to him since | was twelve." 


Wow, Axl thought sardonically. Three whole months. 


"Yet, you called him-" 


"Difficult, plays the victim, makes it really hard to stick up for him sometimes, and it plead with him to grow 
up already." she listed off the top of her head. "I didn't think it was a big secret. He's the only one that turned 
it into a trademark. Ask anyone," he clenched his jaw as the girl went on her voice getting more and more 
harsh. Her voice had a savage bite, it was dripping with anger that reminded him far too much of someone. 
"Axl Rose is just as famous for his hairline trigger temperament, as he is for his vocals. So you'll excuse me | 
thought it would be relatively inconsequential if | wrote the same things he has heard a million other times." 
Now she was giving him flat out deja vu, he was startled when she spun in her chair and got up to stand up in 


front of him. 


"You know why | said all that stuff?" she dared him looking him dead in the eye, despite her anger her eyes 
revealed she had probably cried right before they got in the room. 


"Because it's true, how do you think | know all this shit? Because this one never shuts the fuck up about any 
of it. Plus, I've got evidence of my own to back it up! It takes five people to break up a band not four. It wasn't 
entirely his fault but he still had something to do with it. That's not even what I'm mad about, look at this 
situation! You are suing an author because | said you could be mean sometimes." He opened his mouth but she 
cut him off, she was genuinely pissed off. "No! For once you're going to listen someone else for the first time 
in your adult life. Besides the fucking voices in your head | mean" The judge yelled at her to sit back down and 


carry on with the hearing as planned. She completely ignored him as she continued to yell and glare at Axl. 


"Had you actually read the book you would know that | wrote many other things about you because | used you 
as an idol as a backdrop in the novel. You big. Stubborn, Petulant. Moron. | will not write an apology, or a 
retraction | will not apologize for my work. | won't even informally apologize to your face, right in this room. | 
will not justify or censor my art, that - for the record - is something | learned watching you . So in short - 
fuck you." She dropped back in her chair, her shoulders give a resigned slump. "You might want to add verbal 
assault to your list of complaints. Give him whatever he wants but I'm not apologizing." she opened her purse 


and threw something across the table, it was a copy of the book. 


"Try actually reading it. Then come and talk to me. You know | was genuinely hoping," her voice caught as she 
got up. "that | was wrong about you." She got up and left leaving him slightly stunned, the judge granted him a 
month to decide on whether or not he wanted to press charges and take it to trial, now hat he had more of a 
case. Axl was only half-listening as he took the book and wondered why he didn't respond. Maybe it was to 
avoid counter-suit, but maybe she was right. He had to respect her for sticking up to him like that. Something 
| learned watching you 


She was a smart girl after all. 


